io6                       KILVERT'S   DIARY                         [j^

We went upstairs and got out on to the leads on the top of
the house, from whence there is a splendid view on clear days. The
Grand Stand at Epsom looks quite near. It began to rain and we
came in again and went into the room now occupied by Sir W.
Jenner. It is a room in the roof, low but large and comfortable.
It was Lord dive's bedroom, the room he chose in preference to all
the rest of the house, and he never occupied any other. When the
S.W. gales blew and rattled the windows Lord Clive used to get
up in the night to wedge them tight and guineas being more plen-
tiful with him than anything else he always used them. The house-
maids used to transfer these guineas to their own pockets in the
morning and prayed with reason for a S.W. storm. The room is
said to be haunted and was not used for some time, but when Dr.
Jenner heard of this he said, 'Put me there', and he has been in
possession ever since. The rooms are appropriated by cards with
the names of the occupants written on them placed in brass card
frames on the doors, e.g. 'Sir J. Biddulph*, 'Sir W. Jenner', &c., &c.

Then we went out of doors to see the grounds.

Close to the corners of the house stand some noble ancient
cedars, one with gigantic horizontal arms, one of them, the lower-
most, supported by props. On a high mount clothed with wood
rises the ruined tower built by the Earls of Clare. This mount
gives the name of the Lords of Clare to Claremont. In their time
the dwelling house stood lower down in the, park. Below the
mount there is a lake and beautiful alleys and gkdes of rhododen-
drons amongst the woods. Looking down upon the lake through
a screening fringe of trees is the old summer arbour of the Princess,
a place which she was very fond of and which the King of the
Belgians after her death converted into a memorial temple. It was
opened and unshuttered for us. It is a circular building with small
high stained windows emblazoned with the arms of the Royal
Houses. Before the door runs a small terrace with a low iron railing
ornamented now with the monogram L.L. From the terrace you
look down through the trees upon the lake.

The Camellia house was very beautiful, the trees loaded with
white and crimson buds shining like stars among the glossy dark
green foliage.

We wandered about the beautiful paths and glades under the
great oaks and firs, till we came round again under the Claremont